theatre. Everything that's sad about a play
must be the sort of sadness that can never
happen to them. All the sort of sadness that
can happen to them must be turned Into sheer
uproarious humour.
SCHLOSS : That may be so.
DELAUNEY : A wife beginning to hate her
husband because he has fallen In love with the
beautiful daughter of an Earl is a good situation.
It can^t ever happen to any wife in the.audience.
But a wife beginning to hate her husband
because her boots let in water and he can't
afford to buy her another pair Is a damned
rotten situation, because there's a whole heap
of wives In the audience who know the feeling
quite well.

SCHLOSS : That's perfectly true.
DELAUNEY : And do you blame them ? I don't.
SCHLOSS : Certainly not; I agree with them
entirely. At the same time I must confess that
I rather prefer my own alternative. I like to
believe that there is some sort of real romance in
life. I like to think that life itself Is like a well-
constructed play.

DELAUNEY : Yes, but you know damned well it
is not.
SCHLOSS : Pardon me, I-----

DELAUNEY : Have you ever met anybody whose
life was like a well-constructed play ?

SCHLOSS : I don't say I have, but It's a very
nice ideal, all the same, and a perfectly possible
one. It may be a sad life or even a tragic life,
but there is no earthly reason why it should not
conform to some definite pattern or shape.
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